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This accident was a grave disaster, for the disabled
frigate was now unable either to regain a refuge in
the bay or to win her way past the British ship.

As a last resort Captain Porter turned and ran
along the coast, within pistol shot of it, far inside
the three-mile limit of neutral water, and came to
an anchor about three miles north of the city.
Captain Hillyar had no legal right to molest him,
but in his opinion the end justified the means and
he resolved to attack. Deliberately the Phoebe
and Cherub selected their stations and, late in this
stormy afternoon, bombarded the crippled Essex
without mercy. Porter with his carronades was
unable to repay the damage inflicted by the broad-
sides of the longer guns, nor could he handle his
ship to close in and retrieve the day in the desper-
ate game of boarding. He tried this ultimate ven-
ture, nevertheless, and let go his cables. But the
ship refused to move ahead. Her sheets, tacks,
and halliards had been shot away. The canvas
was hanging loose.

Porter's guns were by no means silent, however,
even in this hopeless situation, and few crews have
died harder or fought more grimly than these sea-
men of the Essex. Among them was a little mid-
shipman, wounded but still at his post, a